


CONTENTS 


His Curvy Office Obsession 
NEWSLETTER 


Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Epilogue 


NEWSLETTER 

A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 
BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 

LAIRDS & LADIES 

RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 

IRISH WOLF SHIFTERS 


HIS CURVY OFFICE OBSESSION 


AN OLDER MAN YOUNGER WOMAN ROMANCE 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 147 


FLORA FERRARI 


Copyright © 2020 by Flora Ferrari 
All rights reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or 
mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, 
without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief 
quotations in a book review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are 
either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any 
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong language and sexual 
situations. It is intended for mature readers. 


HIS CURVY OFFICE OBSESSION 


Mike 


I’m known as a hard nosed - hard headed businessman, but 
the moment I see Sally I’m under her spell. She’s hot... and 
I mean hot and as sexy as hell. As I watch her walk down 
the hall in that tight little skirt I imagine all the filthy things 
I could do to her. 


I’m hard just thinking about her, until I discover that she’s 
Joe’s daughter... not only the Managing Director of the 
company I work for, but my best friend. Shit happens... I try 
and forget all about her, but my cock has other ideas. When 
Joe sends her to work in my office, it gets hot... far too hot 
to handle. I’m bewitched by her curves and feel the beast 
rise up inside me every time I see her... until I’m driven 
wild with lust. In the end, somethings got to give... and it’ll 
probably be me. 


Sally 


The guy in the elevator is my dream man. Over six feet tall, 
handsome and rippling with muscles. I feel his eyes on me, 
staring at me, and I wonder who he is. I soon find out when 
I go to work in his office. At first I don’t understand him, he 
blows hot and cold, but all the time I feel his eyes staring at 
me, drinking me in, and there’s definitely a tension between 
us. He finally makes a move one night and he takes my 
breath away... I’ve never been touched by a man before 
and he leaves me wanting more. Trouble is, he’s dad’s best 
friend and twice my age... how can this ever work out? 


*His Curvy Office Obsession is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


“Good morning.” 


I hold open the door for the young blonde as she steps out 
of the elevator, and in that instant, I feel my cock start to 
twitch. It’s not what I expect on a Monday morning 
stepping into the office, but the sight of her stirs something 
deep within me. Shit, she’s so hot, that I have to adjust my 
collar like someone turned up the heat. She turns back to 
look at me, almost quizzically, big, blue eyes looking straight 
into mine, and I’m lost. In that second, something snaps 
inside me, and I know that I want her... more than anything 
I’ve wanted in my entire life. I want her to be mine... I want 
to fuck her... protect her... all of this races through my 
mind in the few seconds I watch her ample ass wiggle it's 
way down the hall towards HR. She’s dressed in a smart 
suit, a skirt that’s not too short but maybe a little too tight, 
and shows off her shapely little figure well. She’s got the 
legs of a real woman, and for a second I imagine running 
my hand up from her ankle to the inside of those soft, silky 
thighs... imagine that damp pink pussy just waiting for me. I 


watch her luscious globes jiggle as she walks away from me, 
and instantly I’m a man obsessed. 


“Good morning Mr. Rogers.” 


I pull myself together as Ross, one of our most junior 
members of staff, greets me. I hate the formality, it makes 
me a little uncomfortable, but it’s company rules, and 
although I’m one of the directors... I have to set an example 
for the others. 


I find I’m whistling as I step into my office, and my 
secretary looks up in surprise... I’m not noted for my 
bonhomie... the retail business is a tough world and I’ve 
dragged myself up from the bottom. I deal with shrewd 
businessmen on a daily basis and I’m known as a hard man 
to deal with... I’ve built up a reputation of getting what I 
want. 


“Mr. Charles asked to see you first thing.” 


My mind drifts back to the girl in the elevator... she’s 
definitely what I want. I look over at Miss. Parsons, she’s 
efficient and an excellent secretary, but grey-haired and 
frumpy. I imagine the blonde sitting in her place... imagine 
bending her over the desk and pushing up that little black 
skirt to reveal her delicious ass... imagine my cock... 
hearing her scream and knowing she is mine. Only mine. 
God, TIl never get any work done today if I go on like this. 


“Did you hear me, Mr. Rogers. Mr. Charles has asked if you 
would swing by his office as soon as you arrived.” 


She’s giving me this strange look over the top of her 
glasses, and I wonder if she can read my mind. I hope not. 


I head into Joe Charles’s office. Joe is the reason I’m here, 
and gave me my first break in the business over twenty 
years ago... I owe him big time. We’ve become good friends 


over the years, but for the last five years I’ve been working 
at the Florida branch and we’ve only managed to meet up 
at the annual conference. 


Joe greets me with a man hug and I notice that he’s put on 
a little weight. He’s a few years older than me, but I’ve 
always looked up to him - almost like a father figure. Where 
he’s piled on the pounds, I’ve kept myself in shape working 
out at the gym every night. The muscles come in handy at 
the office, though you wouldn’t think it. I’m known in the 
trade as a no-nonsense kind of guy... a hard-nosed 
businessman, and some of that has to do with my physique - 
it comes in handy in tough meetings. Not that I’m a violent 
man... but let’s just say... I can look mean at times. 


“Hey Mike, if you keep piling on the beef you ain’t going to 
fit into a regular suit, you'll have to have one custom made.” 
He squeezes the bulge in my upper arm, affectionately. 


“And the same for you if you don’t stop eating, old man.” I 
pat his stomach and we both laugh. We haven’t seen each 
other in six months, not since he asked me to come over 
and work at the head office, just outside of Beaverwood. It’s 
a new building, set on prime retail development land that 
we own. I was reluctant to move from the sunshine state to 
some little backwater... whatever the potential. But I would 
do anything for Joe- besides, he promised me it would only 
be six months to a year max. 


“How are you settling in, Mike? Sorry I couldn’t be here 
when you started... family holidays and all that.” 


Unlike me, Joe is married with a kid, a daughter. Perhaps 
that’s why he seems older? 


I nod my head “All’s fine, Joe. The indomitable Miss. P has 
been keeping me right. How’s the family?” 


“All good, oh, and that reminds me. Sally’s starting today, 
just temporarily during the college holidays you know, I 
thought it might do her some good to learn a little about the 
business?” 


I scratch my head. 


“The last time I saw Sally must have been at her eight 
birthday party... I must be getting old!” 


“Tell me about it.” Joe, laughs. “It’s her nineteenth birthday 
this Saturday, and she’s as pretty as her mom, here, take a 
look.” 


He hands me a photo from his desk. I almost drop it... the 
girl in the photo is the girl from the elevator. 


“Sally?” 


I almost gasp out her name, and despite the air 
conditioning, suddenly it’s hot in Joe’s office but for a 
different reason. 


“Yup, I can hardly believe it myself.” 


I stand staring at the photograph, the blonde hair and blue 
eyes smiling back up at me. 


It can’t be 


“T thought you could take her under your wing for a bit, 
keep an eye on her...?” 


I gulp... this is not a good idea. 
“Wouldn’t she be better in accounts?” 


Joe laughs, “Oh, Mike. Don’t worry. She won’t get in the 
way, I promise. And besides, the indomitable Miss P can 
look after her. What do you say?” 


What could I say? I’d already made up my mind to find the 
girl and ask her out as soon as I could...I’d already fucked 
her every which way possible in my head, and now that 
seemed impossible. Sally. I would have to try and get rid of 
all the filthy thoughts I had about her, all the things I’d 
already thought of doing to her. She was Joe’s daughter and 
was Strictly off-limits. Oh shit. 


He takes my silence for agreement. 


“Great - l'll phone HR and tell them to send her to your 
office when they’re through with her. Oh, and why don’t you 
come over to the house on Saturday afternoon - we’re 
having a barbecue for Sally’s birthday, Barbara would love 
to see you.” 


I leave his office with my mind in a whirl, and a sinking 
feeling in my stomach. The one-piece of ass that I’ve wanted 
in years is suddenly off-limits and it’s like a blow to the 
stomach. There’s nothing for it, I must practice self-control. 


Sally 


It’s the first day of my holiday job, and I’m really nervous... 
even though my dad’s the Managing director... no special 
favors, he says I have to work hard during my six week 
holiday shift. As I step out of the elevator on the sixth floor 
of the office, this really hot guy holds open the elevator door 
for me. He’s wearing a suit so he must be one of the 
managers, but his eyes are greedy, and he looks at me... 
taking all of me in. I blush, feel almost naked as his eyes 
devour me - it must only take a couple of seconds, but I feel 
the heat within me rise. Something happens between us 
that I can’t describe, but somehow I feel connected to this 
guy, as if our paths are destined to cross again. I say a quick 
‘Good Morning’ as I walk out of the elevator, and feel his 


eyes burning into my back as I walk down the hall to the HR 
suite. I feel so self-conscious but find myself swaying my 
hips as I walk away from him, due to my skirt being too 
tight, but partly as if I’m putting on some kind of floor show 
for him. I’ve never done anything like it before but it feels 
good. And those eyes, they remind me of something, but I 
can’t quite think what. 


I’m told that I’m to work in the office of Mike Rogers, one of 
the directors. I know the name, it’s one of dad’s friends... I 
think I even met him once or twice when I was younger. I 
have to say, I’m a little disappointed that I won’t be working 
for the hot guy at the elevator... it might have made this 
holiday job seem more bearable. 


I have to report to a Miss Parsons, a no-nonsense sort of 
woman who is Mike's secretary. She’s middle-aged - grey- 
haired and looks like no fun at all. Mike Rogers has his own 
office, and Miss Parsons sits in an adjoining smaller office, 
and that’s where I spend the morning learning all about the 
role of being a secretary. Miss Parsons makes it sound so 
dull, that by eleven o'clock I’ve already vowed that I’ll never 
work in an office again. 


On the stroke of eleven she sends me to the break room to 
fetch Mike a cup of coffee... although of course she refers to 
him as Mr. Rogers... making him sound at least a hundred. 
Apparently every day at eleven he has two shots of dark 
espresso. I’m just about to knock on his door to take him the 
coffee, when Miss Parsons looks up. 


“Where do you think you’re going with that?” 
I shrug, “I was just going to take it to Mike.” 


She almost has some kind of fit. 


“I know that your father owns this company, Sally. But in 
work, all directors are addressed as Mr. or Mrs., 
understand?” 


I want to laugh at her for being such a prig. 


“Surely I’m not expected to call my own father, Mr. 
Charles?” 


She glares at me for a minute, just as the inner door opens 
and a man appears. I just stare open-mouthed, it’s the fit 
guy from the elevator. Suddenly I feel hot, my heart beating 
a hundred miles an hour. I hadn’t expected to see HIM. I 
wait for Mike to appear. 


Our eyes meet, the same, hungry, protective eyes that 
watched me earlier, and I feel a dull ache between my legs. 
This is the type of guy I’ve always dreamed about. He looks 
even taller up close, at least six foot four, and I can see the 
outline of his biceps, bulging under his expensively cut suit. 
Once again, his eyes drink me in, lapping me up as if he can 
almost taste me. There’s something very masculine, almost 
brooding about him. 


“Ahem, “ Miss Parsons interjects. “Mr. Rogers, this is Miss 
Charles, she’ll be working in our office - temporarily, for the 
holidays, that is.” 


I hardly register her words, comprehend what she’s saying, 
and I just stand and gape - open-mouthed. 


“Mike... I... er...” 


“Its Mr. Rogers to you, Miss Charles.” Miss Parsons glares 
at me over her glasses. 


Then he grins, a cheeky grin that lights up his grey-blue 
eyes, bringing a warmth that wasn’t there before. 


“Tt’s okay, Miss Parsons. I’m an old friend. I don’t think we 
have to be so formal in our little office, do we?” 


His eyes never leave mine as she sniffs rather haughtily and 
hands him the small cup of coffee. 


He’s about to speak when a sudden darkness crosses his 
face, and he scowls - all light gone, as if a storm is brewing 
behind those steely blue eyes. 


“Excuse me, I have a meeting.” With a tight nod, he strides 
out of the room, almost slamming the door behind him, 
leaving a masculine tang in the air. I realize my legs are 
trembling... no man has ever had such an effect on me. 


Miss Parsons is still scowling at me over her glasses. “That’s 
very strange, there are no appointments in the diary for Mr. 
Rogers this morning?” 


I carry on looking at the door, willing him to appear again, 
but all is quiet. It was almost as if he couldn’t get out of the 
room fast enough... was he trying to avoid me? 


And those eyes, now I know what they remind me of.. a 
wolf. 


CHAPTER TWO 


I stay in my office for the rest of the morning, make any 
excuse I can to avoid seeing Sally again. Jeez, it’s like some 
kind of torture. I try and concentrate, make a few calls, but 
I’m fixated on the image of her that whirls around in my 
head. I’m like a man possessed... under some sort of spell... 
her spell.. the sexy little vixen. An hour passes but I have 
an important meeting this afternoon with suppliers, so I grit 
my teeth and head back out. This is ridiculous... I can’t hide 
away for the whole summer. 


Miss P looks up at me as she bites into a sandwich, before 
she can speak, I hold up my hand. 


“T don’t want to be disturbed for the rest of the afternoon,” 
and slam the door behind me. 


Flopping into the deep leather chair I sit for a few moments 
breathing deeply. She’s away at lunch and I can relax for a 
moment. It’s almost laughable... maybe I’m ill, though I’ve 
never had a sick day in my whole life. 


At last I can get down to some real work, but about twenty 
minutes later, I hear the outer door open, and the sound of 
her light voice filling the room. I put my hands over my ears 
to drown out the distraction and make an attempt to read 
the papers I need to look over but the words on the paper 
mean nothing, and I stare blankly. I can’t go on like this, it 
really is fucking torture knowing that sweet ass is so near . 
I’ll tell Joe that his daughter will have to work somewhere 
else. I’ll think of some excuse. 


Waiting until the last moment, I step to my office door and 
pause, listening for a second. Taking a deep breath, I 
quickly open the door intent on striding out of the office 
without even a glance at Sally. Instead, I collide straight 
into her. 


For a second I feel the softness of her body as I brush 
against her, a feeling of her bare, silky skin against my 
hands and it’s enough to get my cock twitching. 


Down boy... I must practice control. 


I almost fall into her, my eyes looking straight down her 
white blouse to reveal the deep cleft between her 
magnificent tits. For an instant, I imagine burying my face 
into those sweet sumptuous clouds of flesh, digging my nails 
deep into my palms to stop me. I breathe her in for a 
second, dark and sexy, and I reel back intoxicated... drunk 
on her scent. 


Her blue eyes flash, a fleeting look of surprise... and 
something else. Her lips open gently as her eyes widen, her 
tongue licking her bottom lip and driving me wild. 


I have to get out of here. 


I gruffly bark an order at Miss P to hold all my calls, that I’ll 
be out of the office for the rest of the day before making my 


escape. 


I’m almost trembling as I stand in the corridor, shit, that 
was too close for comfort... if Miss P hadn’t been there, I 
don’t know what might have happened. An image of her 
generous ass upended over my desk flashes in my mind, 
and my cock is restless, already hard at the thought. Oh to 
pull down her panties and spank those ass cheeks- feel that 
ample flesh quivering under my hand as it reddens under 
my touch... then burying my cock deep within her and 
fucking her so hard that she cries out for more. 


I have to stop these thoughts. I have to talk to Joe as soon 
as possible. 


The meeting drags on, I’m not in the mood, but I try and 
focus, anything to get my mind off Sally. My attention shifts 
to the world outside the window - it’s so hot, humid, but 
there’s a tension in the air... a storm is brewing. By the time 
the meeting is over, it’s gone past six and the skies are dark 
and threatening. As I step out to get into my Porsche, a 
deep growl fills the sky, followed by a loud crack of 
lightening. I feel the first heavy drop of rain hit the side of 
my face and quickly get inside. 


Within seconds the heavens have opened, and I can hardly 
see to drive. I slow down at a traffic light, and it’s then that 
I see her, soaking wet at the bus stop. I almost drive past, 
surely it would be the right thing to do, but the poor thing is 
drenched. I pull up and ask her to get in. 


I can hardly look at her as she slides in beside me, I feel the 
heat and humidity rise from her... like a tropical storm. 


I grip the gearstick and grit my teeth 


“Why are you waiting for the bus? I thought you would be 
going home with your dad?” 


She shrugs, “He’s working late, I wanted to get home.” 


I can hear the water dripping off her, tapping on the leather 
seat, and pulling out a large handkerchief I hand it to her. 


“Sorry, it’s the best I can do.” 


She laughs, and something tugs at my heart. Her hair 
hangs in wet dark blonde tendrils, drops of water running 
down her beautiful face as if she’s just got out of the 
shower. I imagine her naked body, the water falling over 
her, soaping her tits with my hands. 


“Thanks for stopping.” 


I nod and turn my attention back to the road, trying not to 
think about how close she is... my hand almost brushing her 
knee every time I change gears. Her tight skirt has ridden 
up her thighs, and all I can do is think about pulling them 
apart, diving between them... that pink slit of her pussy wet 
and ready for me. She starts to take off her wet jacket, it’s 
soaked through, but so is her white shirt beneath, sticking 
to her skin and making it transparent. I bite my lip and try 
not to stare as the thin white cotton sticks to the shape of 
her gorgeous breasts... the outline of a lacy bra showing 
through. 


Shit, it’s getting too steamy in here, I can hardly breathe. 


I slam on the brakes, almost hitting the car in front of us, 
and she reaches out, grabbing my thigh for support. It’s an 
automatic reflex on her part, but my cock goes into 
overdrive at her touch. God, I want her. I want to rip off her 
skirt, open those shapely legs and fuck her little pussy, right 
here... right now. 


Instead I grip the steering wheel even tighter, my knuckles 
almost white. 


“Hey, are you okay?” she asks. 


I nod, luckily we’re almost at her home, and I pull up, 
anxious for her to be away. 


“Well, I’ll see you tomorrow, boss!” 


She grins, cheekily under her dark lashes, and I nod rather 
curtly. 


I like her boldness, the sexy hint in her blue eyes. In that 
instant I want to reach out for her, pull her into me and kiss 
that white, slender neck of hers, suck on those red lips. As 
she turns to me I see the outline of her breasts more clearly, 
the shirt now clinging to the deep cleft that divides those 
magnificent peaks, nipples hard and erect and pointing at 
me through her wet shirt. 


Oh to fucking suck on those magnificent nipples. 


She sees me staring, and licks her lips with a nervous smile, 
that sends my cock into overdrive. 


“See you tomorrow.” 


I watch as she runs into the rain, her skirt even tighter as it 
clings to that beautiful ass. 


She’s out of bounds, definitely out of bounds I tell myself 
over and over again, but the more I say it, the more I want 
her to be mine. I’m a man that always gets what he wants... 
and Sally is no exception... whatever the obstacles. 


Sally 


I don’t quite get Mike. I see the way he looks at me, this 
kind of hunger in his eyes, but then he hardly speaks to me, 
he’s so abrupt that sometimes I don’t think he even likes 


me. He’s so hot, I mean, what would he see in chubby me? I 
can hardly believe he’s almost dad’s age, over twice my age, 
but he looks so much younger. I’m drenched, I mean 
literally wet through as I get into his car. My heart’s 
thumping wildly as his car stops, at first I don’t realize it’s 
him, but when the window whirrs down and I see it’s him, 
well, my heart almost skips a beat. He doesn’t even look at 
me as I slid in next to him, his bulking frame filling the car, 
as I feel my knee brush his hand, sending a quick thrill of 
pleasure down my spine. Just the sight of this man turns me 
on. I’m wet, dripping, but it isn’t just the rain, and I wonder 
if he can tell the effect he’s having on me. 


My skirt has ridden up my thighs, and I see him eyeing me, 
almost as if he wants to possess me, and I wonder what 
thoughts are running through his mind. It’s a weird feeling, 
but I like it. There’s this kind of tension in the car between 
us, thick like the storm outside. Mike seems agitated, and at 
one point he almost collides with the car in front of us. I 
grab his thigh as we jerk forward, and feel his muscles 
tense...rock hard. I imagine him on top of me, fucking me, 
and feel my pussy start to ache for him. 


We don’t say much for the rest of the ride, and I’m almost 
sorry to get back home. Even as I’m running to the house, I 
feel his possessive gaze on me... but I don’t look back. 


The next day I can hardly wait to get to work, and dad’s 
pleased that I’m so keen. I know I’m being silly, Mike is 
dad’s friend, twice my age, and I’m probably imagining it 
all, but I thought about him all night... about him kissing 
me, those muscle-bound arms wrapping around me... never 
letting me go. 


I dress to impress. Last night’s storm has cleared the air, 
and it’s a beautiful, hot day. I pick a dress out of my 
wardrobe, it’s very feminine and fits in all the right places, 


showing off my butt and boobs nicely. Somehow, I think 
Mike will appreciate it. Even dad nods appreciatively. 


“You better watch those young fellas in the office,” he jokes. 
“They can’t be trusted with a pretty girl like you.” 


It’s not the young ones he needs to worry about 


We pull into the car park, just in time to see Mike stepping 
out of his Porsche. Suddenly, I’m afraid and I want to hide, 
my heart beating a million times a minute. He looks so hot 
in his suit, and I feel my cheeks start to glow... I hope dad 
doesn’t notice. All night I lay in bed thinking about Mike 
and what he might do to me, his rippling muscles pinning 
me down.... I need some air and step out of the car. 


“Hey Mike,” dad shouts across the car park... so much for 
sparing my blushes. I see Mike hesitate and wait, and I feel 
his eyes on me, taking all of me in and I feel exposed, almost 
naked... just like yesterday in the elevator. He towers over 
dad, must be at least six foot five, and I can see those 
rippling muscles I dreamt about last night bulging in the 
confines of his expensive suit. 


“I don’t know what you did yesterday, Mike, but Sally’s 
raring to go today. She was up at the crack of dawn, getting 
ready!” 


Dad laughs, and Mike smiles, but as he looks at me, I see his 
eyes are serious, the color of flint... grey and steely. I feel 
my heart flip and look away. 


“There’s no reason Sally can’t stay in your office for the 
whole six weeks - I’d sooner her be under your wing... at 
least I know she’s in safe hands...” 


Dad rambles on. I see Mike open his mouth to say 
something, but he must think better of it, and he just nods 


and smiles as dad talks. He doesn’t look at me, but it’s 
funny, it’s like there’s only the two of us. 


“Well, rll leave my daughter in your protection, and see you 
later.” Dad laughs, waves and leaves us standing together 
waiting for the elevator. 


Once dad is gone, his eyes return to me and drink me in. 
“So, we didn’t put you off, yesterday?” He smiles and some 
of the blue color returns to his eyes. He’s so handsome 
when he smiles that I feel tongue-tied. 


The elevator doors open, and I feel his hand at the small of 
my back, gently ushering me inside. It’s only a small, 
involuntary gesture, but it makes me quiver with delight. 
There’s something about him, his size, his total maleness 
that makes me feel protected... as if I belong to him. 


I don’t know if it’s just me, but it seems hot and airless in 
the elevator. Even Mike adjusts his collar as he presses the 
button for our floor, as if he too is feeling the heat. There’s a 
tension in the air, and I wonder if it’s just me, or if he can 
feel it too. He eyes me steadily, and I’m reminded of a wolf 
again... silently watching its prey. 


“T...] really like working in your office,” I manage to stutter. 


“Even with the indomitable Miss P” he laughs, and it breaks 
the tension. I feel stupid. As if a man like Mike would be 
interested in me. 


I’m glad when we get to his office to find that Miss. P hasn’t 
arrived yet. I take off my coat, and immediately feel his eyes 
upon me, taking in my curves. 


“Nice dress,” he almost growls the words, and when I look 
up, he looks different, with this hungry look of longing on 
his face, and I feel that dull ache between my legs once 
more... I want him so badly. He steps forward until he’s 


standing so close that we’re almost touching. There’s a heat 
between us that makes my legs turn to jelly. His scent 
seems all around me, a heady mix of expensive soap and the 
leather seats of his Porsche and I breathe him in. 


“Good morning,” Miss P bustles in and breaks the spell, and 
I see Mike clench his jaw, his eyes returning to their flinty 
grey. He turns quickly and strides into his office, slamming 
the door behind him. I don’t see him for the rest of the day. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


Shit. How on earth am I going to keep my hands off her? I 
gave myself a good talking to last night after dropping her 
off at home. This is wrong on so many levels... her dad... our 
ages, and I’d been determined to put any thoughts of her 
out of my head completely. But as soon as I saw her again 
this morning, I knew it was no good. Jesus - when she took 
off her coat to reveal that dress, I wanted her more than 
anything I’ve ever wanted in my life...those tits... that ass. If 
Miss P hadn’t come in when she did, I swear I would’ve 
dragged Sally over to my desk and fucked her hard right 
there and then. All morning I’ve been rock hard just 
thinking about her and I can’t trust myself to see her again, 
not just yet. I need to calm down. I try and concentrate on 
work, but visions of Sally sitting in my car flood my mind, 
those luscious ripe tits sticking to her wet shirt... that little 
skirt riding up her thighs. It’s going to happen sooner or 
later... I’m going to fuck her tight little pussy and then she'll 
be mine... despite her dad... despite everything. 


I manage to avoid seeing her all day. I need to think this 
through better. What if she doesn’t want me? But I’ve seen 
that look in her eyes and I know that she wants me as much 
as I want her. At five, I hear her say goodnight to Miss P 
and it’s almost a relief. I stay another couple of hours to 
catch up on the work I should have been doing before 
heading home, but I bump into Joe in the car park. 


“Hey, Mike. You’re looking a little bit pale. I hope you're not 
working too hard?” he jokes. If only he knew. 


“Why don’t you come home with me, I’m sure Barbara 
won’t mind?” 


“Thanks Joe, but not tonight. I’m heading to the gym, then 
an earlyish night.” 


Joe nods, but looks thoughtful. 


“Hey, Sally wants to join a gym. Would you do me a favor 
and take her along to see what she thinks of it?” 


Outta the frying pan... 


“Well...” I try and think of some excuse, but I can see Joe’s 
determined. 


“Great, thanks Mike. I know she likes you. Come on, follow 
me, it’ll only be a five minute detour for you.” 


It’s a dangerous move, and I know it, but I don’t resist. This 
girl is my fate... something’s going to happen sooner or 
later. 


Barbara greets me with a warm hug as I step into the 
kitchen to wait for Sally. It’s been years since I’ve seen her, 
but she looks good, and I see where Sally gets her looks 
from. She’s a lot younger than Joe, at least fifteen years 
younger... he’s a lucky man. I feel bad inside... this is an 
abuse of trust and try to see it from their point of view... me 


and Sally would never look good to them. I battle it over 
and over inside my head as Barbara chats happily away. 


Oh, if only you knew! 


Sally steps into the kitchen and our eyes meet. She’s still 
wearing the same dress, and I’m glad... ample tits and ass 
on full display. I can almost feel the softness of those 
gorgeous tits in my hands. 


“So you'll come on Saturday, for the party?” 


I shake myself out of my filthy depraved thoughts and turn 
back to Barbara. 


“Yeah, no worries. I look forward to it.” 


“Thanks Mike, and thanks for looking out for Sally... it 
means a lot to Joe and me.” 


It’s awkward and I can’t wait to get out of here. I hurry to 
the car and hold the door open for Sally. She throws her 
gym back into the back and slips into the seat. I look 
straight down into the deep cleft of her breasts and feel my 
cock start to ache again. 


“So, you want to join a gym?” I slip into the seat next to her 
and start to drive. 


“Not really, but dad thinks I should go... get out and meet 
more people.” 


“And what do you think?” 


Sally shrugs. “I prefer to go out jogging, the fresh air and 
all that.” 


“Well, If you don’t really want to go, then perhaps we can 
go for a drink or something instead?” 


She looks at me, those big blue eyes full of expectation. 


“Really?” 
“Yes, really. Now where do you want to go?” 


Her eyes are wide at the possibility. “I’ve never been 
drinking in town before.” 


I’m amazed, but then again, I sometimes forget how young 
she is. I scratch my head, I don’t know the area, but I’m 
eager to make the most of this... get to know her a little 
better. 


It’s not my type of place... it’s bright and garish, and some 
nondescript music is playing on a loop. As we walk into the 
bar, I see the men turn to stare at the woman beside me, 
and I take her arm, protectively, feeling the testosterone 
fueling my blood. I want everyone to know she’s mine... my 
property, and to keep their filthy fucking hands-off. Sally 
doesn’t seem to be aware of the effect she has on men, and 
I love her innocence. All the more reason to make her mine 
as soon as I can. I wonder if she’s had any experience with 
men. 


I can tell she’s nervous... a little tense. She keeps biting her 
bottom lip, and I want her to relax. I order two beers and 
find a quiet corner for us to sit. It’s almost like a regular 
date, not that I've had any recent experience, but I start to 
relax. I can tell she’s nervous too.. this young innocent with 
the body of a mature woman. I watch her lips as she talks, 
the alcohol opening her up like a flower. I sit back and take 
the opportunity to admire her fantastic figure... she really is 
like a voluptuous Venus sent from the gods to tempt me. 
God... she’s magnificent. The great globes of her tits are 
pushed up against her tight dress as she sits, making them 
spill slightly over the pink material.. soft and unctuous. I 
imagine sinking my face into that soft, luscious skin... 
suffocating in her flesh... what a way to die. She crosses her 
shapely legs, and I swear she does it deliberately and I get 


a flash of her white panties... I’m fixated on the thought of 
that moist little v shape at the top of her legs and I imagine 
the pale blonde downy fuzz. This little Miss Innocent is 
perhaps not so innocent after all? 


She has this habit of licking her lips between talking, and 
the sight of that little pink tongue moistening her perfect 
lips, makes me want to reach out and pull her to me, press 
my lips hard against hers and push my tongue down that 
pretty little throat. My cock is like a rod against my suit 
trousers as I watch her drain her glass. 


“Another?” 


She eye’s me boldly, she’s obviously not used to alcohol, and 
it’s already having some effect. The tense girl has gone and 
there’s a mischievous glint in her eye. 


“Do you like this bar?” 
I laugh “Not really, do you want to go somewhere else?” 


She laughs, “ Not really... I thought maybe we could go for 
a ride in your car?” 


It’s an open invitation... she blushes a little at her own 
boldness, but I can see the desire in her eyes. It’s not just 
me being a filthy old man. 


“Sure,” I don’t even hesitate, and drain my glass and usher 
her to the door... my erection twitching like a condemned 
man. 


Sally 


I don’t know what comes over me, but I know that I want to 
be alone with Mike. I almost regret the words as soon as I 
speak them.. I mean what must Mike think of me, but the 


way he’s been looking at me has made me want him all the 
more. I’m not used to drinking, and the alcohol has made 
me relax, but there’s something about Mike... apart from 
him being so damned hot... that makes me want him. He 
has this way of making me feel so special... like I’m the only 
woman in the world, even though I hardly know him. As we 
step outside, the cool air sobers me up a little. 


He’s been sitting watching, listening... totally absorbed and 
still, and I wonder what’s been going on in his head. I 
suppose it doesn’t take much guessing. 


Shit... what am I doing? 


Suddenly my heart is thumping at the thought of being 
alone in the car with him. My palms are sweating with 
anxiety... I’m afraid of Mike... of the way he looks at me... at 
the way I know he wants me. But I like it. 


He holds the door open... a real gentleman... everything 
about him is right, but I can see this predator lurking deep 
inside his eyes... like a beast waiting to be released. He 
touches my back lightly as I get in, and a shiver of pleasure 
runs down my spine. 


“Are you cold?” he asks. I look at him, and can see he 
understands. He slides into the seat next to me and rolls his 
shoulders and neck for a moment before starting the car 
and driving out of town. 


He seems bigger in the car, his great mass of hulking flesh 
squeezed in next to me, and I can feel his heat that seems 
to cocoon me. I’m fixated by his hands as they grip the 
steering wheel, his fingers digging into the leather. He 
doesn’t speak, but I see his jaw twitching as he clenches 
and unclenches it. Now that we’re finally alone there’s a 
tension between us, as we speed through town, past the 


houses and shops, until they start to dwindle and there’s 
nothing but fields and tree’s as far as the horizon. 


“Do you want to stop somewhere?” He almost growls out 
the words. 


His question hangs in the tiny space between us, and a mix 
of pleasure and fear quivers deep inside me as I imagine his 
bear like hands upon me. 


I don’t speak for a moment, and he turns to look at me, one 
eyebrow raised until I finally find my voice. 


“Yes... I would like that.” 


My heart is racing as he pulls off into a little side lane, and 
as the engine stops, he turns to look at me, his pale eyes 
glinting in the dying light, his breathing hard and heavy. 


I’ve never been completely alone with a man before... not 
even with the boys in college, and I feel my body shiver with 
anticipation. 


“Are you cold?” Before I can answer he leans in and reaches 
his arm around me, pulling me close until I can feel his hot 
breath on my cheek. 


“I've wanted to do this since the first time I saw you.” he 
Says. 


And then his lips fall on mine like a starving man, almost 
taking my breath away. The alcohol is still swirling around 
in my bloodstream, and I feel lightheaded as he sucks and 
nibbles at my lips, adjusting his position so he’s bearing 
down on me and I’m locked in his arms. I feel helpless and I 
like it... this feeling of being dominated. His tongue invades 
my mouth, pushing and plundering and I slip further down 
into the deep leather of the seat until he’s almost on top of 
me. I can hardly breathe as his rippling biceps grip me ina 


bear like hug, his scent, the smell of leather and soap all 
around me. 


He stops and I come up for air, almost gasping from the 
sheer force of his kisses. I look up, his eyes staring into 
mine flinty grey beads of desire. 


“We need to make ourselves comfortable,” his voice is 
hoarse, almost a whisper. 


Mike sits up and starts to remove his jacket, and I stare at 
the bulging muscles beneath as he rolls up his sleeves - my 
heartbeat in overdrive. Although I’m afraid, I’m aching for 
him, the space between my legs on fire, and I can feel the 
wetness in my panties. I watch as he loosens his tie and 
slings it into the back seat. 


“That’s better,” He smiles through his teeth, the wolf 
returning. With a flick of a switch, my seat starts whirring 
backward, until it’s almost horizontal, and I feel myself 
sinking even further into the plush leather. I lay there for a 
moment and he just looks at me, his eyes drinking in every 
curve of my body until I feel naked, and I blush, trying to 
cover my inadequate dress with my hands. 


“Hey, don’t do that, you’re beautiful. I want to look at you.” 
Grabbing my hands, he holds them tightly. 


“You’re perfect, Sally. The perfect woman for me. I’ve never 
wanted anyone so much as I want you.” 


With one finger, he draws a line down my face to my chin, 
running his fingertip across my lips. 


“T want you to be mine, really mine. You know that? I want 
to be the only man in your life... I want to own this body.. No 
one else to touch you...” 


His finger travels down my jaw and along the arch of my 
neck and settles in the hollow at the base of my throat. 


“I need to know that you'll be mine, Sally... belong only to 
me?” 


I swallow hard and nod. 


“Say the words, tell me that you want me like I want you... 
say that you belong to me.” 


“T want you Mike, I want to be yours.” My words come out, 
almost inaudible as I feel my throat constrict. 


His hands travel further, fingers trailing down the ‘v’ of my 
dress, brushing the sides of my breasts. I shudder with 
pleasure at the touch as both his hands cup my tits and 
squeeze over the thin material... gently at first, but then 
harder, his fingers squeezing at my flesh and I feel my 
nipples harden. 


“You’ve got fantastic tits.” Mike slips a finger inside the 
material of my dress, pulling it back until a breast pops out 
and he pinches my bullet like nipple until I writhe in 
pleasure. 


“T’m known as a bit of a bastard in the business world, but 
I’ll be good to my woman, I promise.” 


Grabbing my waist, he spins me around until I’m lying 
horizontal across the front seats, and he crouches over me, 
filling the space. 


First he kisses me, full on the mouth. It’s a gentler kiss than 
before, but his mouth quickly travels down my neck, leaving 
a trail of tiny kisses all the way down to my throat and onto 
my exposed breast. His hot lips find my nipple and I arch 
my back as he sucks and suckles at my breast, biting and 
teasing at the engorged nub. I feel his hand move across to 


expose my other breast, and he squeezes it tightly while 
nibbling on the other. It’s a new sensation, pleasure and 
pain rolled into one and I can hardly bear it... but I want 
more. By now, his body is almost covering mine, and as he 
sucks, he grinds his body into me, and I feel his cock, big 
and hard thrusting against my belly. I gasp at the size, 
imagining that thick flesh inside me, filling me up...he’s 
definitely all in proportion... a real man. 


One hand travels further down my body, into the dips and 
curves of my waist and hips before finding the hem of my 
dress and sliding up inside, brushing my inner thigh. His 
fingertips reach my panties, dipping under the satin and 
into the wetness beneath. I moan at his touch, a bolt of 
lightning flashing through me as he brushes my sensitive 
spot, but I’m afraid... I’ve never been touched by a man 
before, and I clamp my legs closed around his hand. 


“What’s the matter?” 


His eyes are blazing into mine, and for a moment he looks 
like a mad man. 


“It’s just that I... I’ve never been with anyone before.” 


For a moment I feel stupid, like a mere child against this 
hulk of a man, but then he lets out a deep sigh... his eyes 
soften and he smiles. 


“Don’t worry, God, as much as that makes me want you 
more I won’t take advantage of you. You’ve had a drink and 
I won’t pressure you. Besides, I’d get cramped in this car 
anyway.” 


He laughs and it breaks the tension, and I laugh too. 


“C’mon, I’d better be getting you home - the gym closed 
half an hour ago.” 


He kisses me again, before helping me upright and 
adjusting my dress. 


“T meant what I said, you’re mine... understand?” 
I nod, but then I get a sinking feeling. 
“But what about dad?” 


Mike sighs and starts the car. “Don’t worry about your dad, 
it'll work out... just wait and see.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I drop Sally at home... I don’t go in with her, but watch as 
she makes her way to the front door, her ample ass swaying 
in that tight dress as she walks. I’m rock hard for her and 
imagine sliding my cock in-between her firm thighs. It’s 
enough to make a man crazy and I know I have to have her, 
physically, mentally... every which way I can. I need time to 
think, what I’m going to say to Joe... we go back a long way 
and he’s not going to like it. But I’ve got to have her, I can’t 
imagine a future without her. 


I fantasize all night about her fabulous tits and can almost 
taste her perfume as I lie in bed. My cock is in overdrive 
and I stroke my length, thinking about how wet she was for 
me, almost begging me to fuck her hard, right there in the 
car. It took a lot of restraint, especially with those luscious 
tits in view. I imagine slipping my hard flesh into her tight 
wet cunt and come immediately, sticky semen soaking the 
sheets. Next time it will be deep inside her, filling her up 
with my hot seed while she cries out for more, ramming my 
rod until I completely fill her. 


I wake erect and hard, I’ve fucked her in my dreams and I 
won't settle until she’s really mine... once I’ve fucked that 
pretty little pussy she’ll belong to me and no other man will 
touch her... Pll see to that. My cock is the only thing I’m 
aware of as I drive into the car park, and just as I pull up, I 
see Joe driving in behind me with Sally. I adjust myself and 
get out, trying to act as normal as I can. 


“Hey, Mike...” Joe walks over and pats me on the back. I’m 
aware of Sally standing there, but I don’t look... there’ll be 
plenty of time for that. 


“Thanks for taking Sally to the gym last night, I think you’ve 
got a convert... says she wants a membership.” 


“Great,” I flash a smile in Sally’s direction, “perhaps I can 
see to that tonight - I’ll be going after work if Sally wants to 
come along?” 


Joe gives me another grateful slap on the shoulder, and I 
feel a small twinge of guilt, but it’s nothing compared to the 
growing need in my trousers. Just the briefest of glances at 
her has stirred my loins... god I want to fuck her and I want 
to fuck her now. 


Luckily, I have a full schedule, and although the hours drag, 
I can take my mind off my cock for a change. Finally it’s five 
o'clock, and Miss P puts her head round the door to ask if 
there’s anything else before she leaves. I hear her say 
goodnight to Sally and I wait until the door closes to make 
my way into the adjoining office. At last we’re alone. 


Sally’s bent over, putting away some files in the bottom ofa 
cabinet as I walk in. I stand in the doorway, admiring the 
way her short black skirt rides up her thighs and over her 
ample ass. She stands, a little flustered as she hears me, 
her face coloring, and I watch the pink spread down her 


slender neck and toward the cleft of her tits, just visible 
below the ‘v’ of her white shirt. 


“Are you ready to go to the gym?” she asks. 


Her blue eyes are wide and innocent, but I remember the 
look she gave me in the car last night... the wetness of that 
tight little cunt... she wants me as much as I want her. I 
step toward her until we’re almost touching, noticing the 
rapid fall and rise of her chest beneath her thin cotton 
blouse. The outline of her lacey bra is visible and I have the 
urge to rip the shirt right off her back... instead I take a 
deep breath... I need to take things easy. 


“T thought we might stay here for a while?” 
“Here?” Her eyes widen and she licks her lips in surprise. 


“Well, my office... I thought we could get comfortable in 
there?” 


I take her arm and lead her back into my office, locking the 
door behind me. 


“T thought we could do our own workout?” I pull her close, 
breathing in her soft scent, her skin like velvet as my hand 
reaches around to the small of her back and slipping down 
to fondle the globes of her magnificent ass. She closes her 
eyes as our lips meet and I have to bend down, towering 
over her. I love her petite height, her generous proportions, 
this girl has my mind in a whirl. 


Her mouth is open and wet, inviting and warm as my 
tongue dives in and I fuck her mouth. She moans and her 
tongue flicks over mine as I gorge on her lips. I resist the 
urge to push my hand up that short skirt... I want to take 
things real slow. 


“Now Sally, since you’re working in my office, I need to 
teach you a few things... go and bend over my desk.” 


She looks up at me, eyes wide but this time full of longing. 
She wants me to fuck her... but not yet. 


“Do as the boss says...” I pat her ass playfully, but I want to 
show her who's in charge. 


Sally gives me a cheeky grin before walking over to my desk 
and bending over, her skirt riding up so I can just see the 
white of her panties. 


“Pull your skirt up so I can see that sweet little ass of 
yours.” 


She giggles, and pulls the skirt up higher revealing those 
generous ass cheeks spilling over the white satin of her 
little panties. 


Moving behind her, I bring my hand down firmly over the 
exposed flesh leaving a red mark on the white skin before 
pulling down her panties, opening her legs slightly to 
expose the pink slit of her tight little pussy. My cock 
twitches, wanting to fuck her straight away, but first I have 
to taste her. Pushing her forward over the desk, I kneel, 
pulling her legs wider until those sweet pink lips are 
exposed. She lets out a low moan as my lips envelop her, 
breathing in her musky sweetness as I lap up her wet little 
pussy. It’s exquisite and I drink her in, my face covered in 
her juices as I plunge my tongue in and out, finding her 
hard nub and licking it until she writhes in ecstasy, trapped 
in my arms, and letting out little cries of pleasure that drive 
me wild. 


She’s close to the edge, I can feel the tension inside her as 
she gasps out with her newfound pleasure, but I don’t want 
to unleash her just yet. Pulling away, I bring my hand down 


sharp across her other cheek and watch the generous flesh 
wobble under the force. I want to leave my mark on her... 
brand her as my own. 


“Get up and kneel down.” 


She does as she’s told, those big blue eyes round and 
trusting. I don’t want to abuse that trust, but I’m finding it 
hard to keep control. 


“That’s a good girl. Now, I have a little job for you.” 


Sally watches me as I pull down my trousers, my cock’s 
been aching for release all day. I’ve felt like a fucking wild 
beast since last night - Sally has this effect on me, and I’ve 
been rock hard like a lead pipe all day. The tip of my flesh 
springs out the top of my shorts like a coiled snake. Her 
eyes almost pop as she takes me in. 


“You want this?” 
She nods, her eyes never leaving mine. 


I pull down my shorts, stroking my erection. “It’s all for you, 
baby.” 


I’m putty in her hands, like a wild animal that needs to be 
tamed. 


Taking her place, I sit on the desk in front of her, pulling her 
head toward me as she licks her lips in anticipation... 
underneath that innocent exterior, she’s a filthy little vixen 
and I love it... she doesn’t need me to tell her what to do. I 
don’t want to push her, and for a moment let her take 
control for a change. I grip the table hard as she licks her 
lips. This is going to be fucking heaven. 


She’s tentative at first, taking my shaft and wrapping her 
tiny hand around my flesh. Just the feel of her touching my 


cock almost makes me explode, and a drop of precome 
glistens on my hard flesh. 


“Lick it... lick me baby.” 


I watch as she parts her lips and brings them over the end 
of my cock, that little pink tongue flicking out and lapping 
me delicately. 


“Jesus...!” I grab her head and pull her onto me, feeling the 
end of my cock slide into the soft depths of her mouth. I 
want to ram my rod right down her throat, mouth-fuck her 
hard, but I restrain and let her get the feel of me, taking me 
in slowly. 


I’m in fucking heaven... or maybe even hell, and grabbing 
her soft blonde hair, I guide her head further onto me, my 
cock sliding slowly in and out as I hump that pretty little 
mouth. I’m lost with desire, just feeling the pleasure until 
she’s almost gagging and I let her up for air. I need to see 
her naked. I want that soft, beautiful flesh against mine... I 
want to feel every inch of her. 


My cock’s aching, jerking around for more, but I take in a 
deep breath. 


“Take off your shirt.” I order. 


She stands in front of me and does as I command, slowly 
undoing each button until the white cotton falls open 
revealing her lacy white bra. 


“Take off your bra, I want to see those tits.” 


Soon she’s standing completely naked before me, I can see 
she’s a little shy now that there’s no barrier between us, 
and I just stand for a moment, taking her in. 


“You’re fucking beautiful, do you know that?” 


She blushes, but looks me in the eye. I keep forgetting that 
she's innocent... a virgin, and that I’m the first man to look 
at her like this. I need to know that she wants me, that she’s 
mine. 


“You’re mine now beautiful, you know that don’t you? What 
do you want me to do, tell me what you want me to do to 
you.” 


Despite her shyness, I know she wants me badly. Those big 
blue eyes are full of her need for me, pupils dilated, and I 
know how wet she is... dripping with desire for my cock to 
be inside her. Still.. I want to hear it from her lips. 


“Tell me.” 

She bites her lip. “I want you.” 

“Do you want me to fuck you?” 

She nods. 

“Do you want me to fuck you hard baby?” 
She nods again. 


“Say it, tell me what you want. Tell me that you’re mine and 
you want me to fuck you hard.” 


Her voice is thick with desire “I’m yours and I want you to 
fuck me hard.” 


Hearing the words from her lips only fuels my fire, and I 
quickly remove the rest of my clothing until we’re both 
standing naked. I walk over and pull her close, my hands 
around her lower back and pull her into me, my cock 
pushing hard into her belly. 


She gasps at the feel of skin on skin, half surprise and half 
pleasure. 


“Once I’ve fucked you, you'll be mine forever, understand? 
You'll belong to me... no other man will come near you... 
you'll be mine.” 


She nods again, almost trembling with anticipation, and I 
feel a sudden wave of protectiveness wash over me. 


“TIl look after you, Sally... protect you, care for you,.. fuck 
you... understand?” 


I move my hand up the curve of her spine and grasp the 
back of her neck, tilting her head up towards me. 


I kiss her gently, just one kiss... I can’t wait anymore. 


“Bend over the desk baby, I’m going to fuck you from 
behind.” 


She does as she’s told, bending right across my desk and 
sticking that lush ass up into the air. 


I part her thighs a little, positioning her. I want to shove my 
big cock deep into her tight little pussy. 


I place the tip of my shaft at her wet entrance and she 
sighs. 


“Get ready to be fucked hard baby... I’m going to stretch 
your sweet little pussy.” 


Holding onto her hips I thrust my pelvis forward until I slip 
inside her... god, it feels so good... so tight. I thrust again, 
feeling my hips slap against her ample backside as I slide 
further inside, the walls oh her tight pussy almost crushing 
me. 


“God, you're so fucking tight!” I thrust again into her virgin 
pussy and her body responds, all the muscles tensing as I 
break an entry, pushing the length of my cock deep inside 
her until she cries out. 


I hold steady a moment, resisting the urge to push further, 
letting her get used to the feel of me inside her. 


“Does that feel good?” 

“Yes,” she gasps 

“Do you want more, tell me that you want some more.” 
“I want more..” her voice is hoarse, almost a whisper. 


I don’t need any more encouragement, I slide out and slam 
balls deep inside her. Sliding my hands round to grab a 
handful of her tits, I being to thrust in and out of her tight 
pussy hard. 


I’m sweating, the beads of perspiration flooding my face, 
and I know I won’t last long. Sally moans and cries out 
beneath me, but I can’t stop, there’s no going back. I feel 
her shudder as a wave of pleasure engulfs her... her nipples 
hard and swollen between my fingers... I’m so close... so 
close. 


I jerk hard into her, my cock slamming into her deep and 
urgent. I’m like a mad man and all I can feel is my desire for 
her as I spill my hot seed into her depths before collapsing 
onto her back, both our skin soaked in sweat. 


“Now you’re truly mine, you understand. Now you're mine.” 


I stand and help her up, holding her in my arms. We fit 
together so perfectly, and I know now she is mine. I need to 
be with this girl, forever... there’s no other woman in this 
world for me. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


ally 


I can still feel Mike inside me, even though it’s hours since 
he brought me home. I changed into my gym gear in the 
office, just so it looked like I’d been to the gym. I hate to fool 
my parents, but it’s necessary. They’re both watching TV 
when I get home, so I go straight into the shower and then 
into my room. I need time to think. In the space of a few 
days my whole life has been turned upside down, and I like 
it. I still find it hard to believe that a man like Mike wants 
me... but I really believe that he wants me... I feel so 
protected by him. I like the way he’s so possessive, so 
authoritative and telling me what to do. I like when he calls 
me his... it’s such a turn on... makes me feel so wanted. I 
trust him completely. 


I never in a million years expected my first time would be 
like that, being fucked hard by a massive cock over my 
bosses desk. It was so erotic. I can still feel his fingers 
burning into me, his lips on mine, his thick cock buried deep 
inside my wet pussy. The walls of my pussy ache with being 
stretched so widely, but I long to feel him inside me again. 


It’s my party tomorrow, and Mike says he’ll be here, but we 
have to be careful. Dad will be furious if he finds out. 


I see Mike arrive and it’s torture not to run straight over to 
him. The party’s already in full swing, and at first I thought 
he wouldn’t come. He’s wearing jeans and an expensive- 
looking casual shirt and he looks hotter than ever... the first 
time I’ve seen him without a suit. I stare across the garden 
to where he’s standing with dad... it’s hard to think that 
those muscle-bound arms were pinning me down only last 
night. Already I can feel the wetness between my legs. 


I try and concentrate on what Josh is saying to me. He’s a 
boy of my age who lives just across the street. His parents 
are wealthy and I think dad is trying to pair us up. He’s like 
a young boy compared to Mike, and I have no interest. I 
half-listen to what he’s saying, my eyes all the time on Mike 
as I watch him scan the garden, looking for me. I want Mike 
to see me... I’m wearing a new dress mom bought for me... 
it’s the color of my eyes, and it’s cut just in the way that I 
know he’ll appreciate it. 


Our eyes meet and my stomach flips over. Dad waves and 
the two of them walk over. 


As Mike approaches I see him scowl at Josh... I see that 
possessive streak rear its head and the poor boy backs 
away. 


“Hey honey, look who’s here... it’s your boss.” 


Dad laughs as if he’s making a really funny joke, and I just 
smile, thinking about Mike fucking me over his desk. 


“Happy birthday, Sally...” 


His eyes change as he looks away from Josh, they have that 
sexy look, as if he’s thinking the same thing, and I feel 
myself blush as he hands me a carefully wrapped present. 


“Thanks,” my hands are trembling as I pull the wapping 
paper off an expensive looking box. It’s a gold and diamond 
bangle, and I gasp. 


“Tt’s... it’s beautiful... Thank you.” 


Dad whistles and looks for a moment between me and Mike, 
but then he shakes his head and laughs “Hey... I must be 
paying you too much pal.” 


Mike just smiles and shrugs, “Well, I’ve got no kids of my 
own... I have to spend it on someone.” He winks at me and 
dad slaps him on the back. 


“Thanks Mike, it’s really appreciated. Now, let’s go and 
open that thirty year old malt I have somewhere.” 


My heart sinks, I want Mike to stay with me... but what can 
I do? 


Mike 


We step into Joe’s office where he keeps the whiskey, and he 
places two glasses onto his desk and starts to pour. 


“Only a little for me, Joe... I’m driving.” 


It’s true, but I also need to keep my head... it’s Sally’s 
special day and I don’t want to spoil it. It was all I could do 
not to reach out and kiss her outside in the garden. I don’t 
know who that idiot boy standing next to her was, but I 
could have punched his lights out. I must stay in control. 


He hands me a finger of whiskey. “That was really generous 
of you, Mike. It’s appreciated, and don’t worry about 
driving home, you can sleep here... we have plenty of 
room.” 


I shrug, swirling the amber liquid in the glass. “Let’s just 
say I’m making up for all the birthday presents that I’ve 
missed.” 


“Cheers,” Joe raises his glass and downs it in one go. His 
mood has changed, I can tell something’s on his mind and I 
get a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. 


“Mike, there’s something I want to ask you... I hope you 
don’t mind?” 


I shrug, “Anything Joe, fire away.” 
“Tt’s about Sally?” 


“Oh?” I try to keep calm, but swallow the whiskey, feeling 
the burn in my throat. 


“Yeah, it’s about last night...” 


I feel my fingers tighten around the glass, almost shattering 
it in my hand. 


“What about last night?” 


“Well, I know Sally said she was going to the gym with you 
after work, but I was speaking to young Josh earlier, the 
young man she’s talking to, and he was there last night at 
the gym and said he didn’t see her. I wonder if you knew 
what happened... is she seeing a boy at the office do you 
know?” 


I put my glass onto the desk, indicating I want a refill. 


Joe smiles, it’s obvious he knows nothing about what’s going 
on. 


“It’s good stuff... yes?” 
I nod and drink the shot down in one. 


“T mean, I know she’s nineteen Mike, but I don’t want her 
going about with just anyone.” 


I swallow hard. “Look Joe, there’s something you need to 
know.” I hand him the glass for more whiskey. 


“Hey, take it easy Mike, I was hoping this bottle would last 
all night!” 


I drain the third shot, feeling it fire up my belly. I have to 
tell Joe, and I have to do it right now. 


“You see, Joe... it’s like this. It’s me... I’m the one seeing 
Sally... we’re an item...” 


For a moment Joe just stands still and looks at me, before 
breaking out into a laugh. 


“Be serious for a moment, Mike. I just want to know if 
there’s a boy at the office?” 


“I am being serious, Joe. It’s me.” 


A strange look crosses his face as he takes in what I’m 
saying... his posture stiffening as he finally understands. 


“That’s why you bought her the bangle... that’s... why you!” 


He flings his glass straight at me... I duck and it shatters 
against the door. 


“You filthy, fucking bastard... I trusted you.” 


He comes at me, I’ve never seen him in such a rage... even 
when the share price crashed a few years ago he was never 
like this. He flies at me, fists raised. I feel the punch to my 
jaw, another to my face. I could probably kill Joe with one 


punch... but I’m in the wrong... I deserve his anger. I was 
his friend and I’ve betrayed every part of our friendship. 


I back against the wall, trying to reach out for his arms to 
stop the punches, but they keep on coming. I can already 
feel the blood pouring from my nose. 


His voice grows thick with anger. “You’ve been fucking my 
daughter behind my back... I’m going to kill you... Pl see to 
it that you never work again.” 


“Joe, it’s not like that, listen to me.” 
The door opens and Sally stands there, her face white. 


“Dad, Mike... what’s going on?” she screams watching while 
Joe carries on punching me. 


“Go to your room, Sally. I’ll deal with you later. Mikes told 
me all about what’s been going on behind my back - how 
he’s taken advantage of you.” 


Sally stands her ground. “No dad, I’m not a child. He hasn’t 
taken advantage of me. I love Mike and Mike loves me, 
we’re going to be together... whatever you Say.” 


Her words sober him up and the punches stop as he stands 
staring as Sally rushes to my side. 


“We’re a couple dad, you’re just going to have to get used 
to it.” 


Her words are like a blow to his stomach, almost as if I’ve 
punched him and he sits down in a daze, head in hands. 


Sally’s great. I want to hold her and kiss her right there and 
then, but I don’t want to rub Joe’s face in it. 


Barbara walks in, she must have heard the commotion, and 
it doesn’t take her long to realize what’s going on. She’s 
shocked, just like Mike, but she takes it better. 


“You'd better go, Mike, and let Joe calm down. Come round 
for breakfast tomorrow and we'll discuss it like adults.” 


I drive home... what’s done is done... even if Joe sacks me it 
won't stop us from being together... nothing will. Sally is 
mine. 


Sally 


The party finishes early. Mom makes some excuse that I’ve 
got a migraine and everyone goes home. Dad’s in a rage 
and I keep out of his way and go up to my room, but after a 
while there’s a tapping at my door, and Mom enters and sits 
on my bed. I don’t know why, it must be the emotion of it all, 
but suddenly I’m crying in her arms. 


She hugs me and I feel like a child again. 
“Oh, mom, dad’s so angry... What am I going to do?” 


Mom laughs and strokes my hair. “Hey, he was young once 
you know, and a lot older than me. My dad was against our 
being together, although I don’t think it ever came to blows. 
Now tell me, do you really love him?” 


I nod between tears. “I’ve never met anyone like him 
before... he makes me feel so special. I just know he’s the 
man for me.” 


Mom nods and kisses my forehead. “I felt just the same way 
about your dad. Now leave it to me, Pl talk to him.” 


I don’t sleep at all that night... thinking about Mike and 
dad’s words. I might have ruined his career... he might hate 
me for it... he might never want to see me again. 


I’m awake early, I must have nodded off at some point, just 
as the sun starts rising over the horizon. I’ve been thinking 
things through all night and I know that Mike loves me, and 
I love him... and that’s all that matters. If we have to move 
towns -if Mike has to find a new job then so be it... we'll 
make it work somehow. I need him right now, the feel of his 
skin against mine... his cock inside me and telling me that 
everything will be alright. 


The moods still pretty thick as I walk into the kitchen. Dad’s 
reading the Sunday paper and drinking coffee whilst mom 
prepares breakfast. 


I hate this tension between us. 
“Look, Dad, I...” 


He puts down his coffee mug and looks at me, finally 
making eye contact. After a moment he smiles and I see his 
shoulders relax. 


“Come here.” 
I rush into his arms and he hugs me tightly. 


“I could never be mad with you for long. Now, I’m not 
saying that I agree with all of this, I still have to get my 
head around you and Mike, but well, your mom reminded 
me about one or two things... and I guess... Well, you’re old 
enough to make your own decisions.” 


Just as I’m kissing dad on the cheek, I hear his Porsche pull 
up on the gravel outside. 


“That'll be Mike... well, you better show him in.” 


I rush into the hallway and open the door and rush straight 
into Mike’s arms. 


“Hey, steady there... What about your dad...?” 


“Dad’s okay with it Mike, I don’t know what mom said to 
him, but it’s going to be okay... everything’s going to be 
alright!” 


I feel his arms around my waist, pulling me close. 
Immediately I feel his warmth, his protection all around me 
as he bends down to kiss me lightly on the lips. I’ve never 
felt so happy as he takes my hand and we walk back to the 
kitchen to face mom and dad as a couple. 


This is the start of our new life together. 


EPILOGUE 


THREE MONTHS LATER 


Even though Joe finally accepted us being together, things 
were still a little bit tense for a while. To make things easier, 
Joe made me CEO of the California branch, to see if a little 
distance would make things easier. In a way it was a good 
move, I don’t think Miss P could ever forgive me when she 
found out. 


Sally has a job in the company, but thankfully not in my 
office... I would never get any work done. 


We’ve rented a huge house by the beach, just to give us 
time to look around to find our own place. I’m not a 
romantic, but I want Sally to be mine as soon as possible. 
She deserves a big wedding, but I want Joe to come around 
to the idea first. He’s been great, but he needs a little 
time... that’s why I’ve planned this surprise. Living with 
Sally for the last few months has been incredible. I’ve 
fucked her in every room in the house... in every way 
possible. She’s an angel and a vixen all rolled into one... 
what more could a man ask for? 


She takes my breath away as she steps down the stairs, 
ready to go out, in the new dress I bought her just for the 
occasion. It’s silky and clings perfectly to every curve. I’m a 
lucky man. 


Sally’s quiet in the car, she’s been working hard, both in the 
business and on the house... making it a home for the two of 
us. She deserves a treat. 


The restaurant is exclusive, and I had to book a month in 
advance, but it’s worth it. As we’re ushered to our table, I 
feel all eyes on the beauty at my arm. I feel proud, 
possessive, and hold her with pride... my woman... my 
beautiful, sexy woman. 


The champagne I ordered is waiting in the ice bucket, two 
glasses on the table. 


Sally raises an eyebrow and laughs. “Wow...champagne... 
and it isn’t even my birthday. What’s the occasion?” 


“Do we need an occasion... every day’s perfect with you.” 
The waiter pops the cork and pours two glasses. 


“To us.” I raise my glass to hers and I see her eyes sparkling 
with love. Perfect timing. 


I’m no romantic, but Sally’s one woman in a million, and I 
want to do right by her. I fall onto one knee in front of her 
and produce a little box from my pocket. I open it to reveal 
a five carat diamond ring. 


“Pm not a romantic, and don't have any flowery words but I 
know what I want and that’s you as mine. Marry me?” 


She gazes at the ring, the sheer brilliance of the cut 
spinning the candlelight into her golden hair. 


“Mike... I... I don’t know what to say?” 


That’s not the reaction I’m looking for. 


“Then just say yes, say you’ll be mine in name as well as 
body.” 


Her brow furrows as she sits a moment in silence. 
“Mike, there’s something I need to tell you.” 


She swallows hard, struggling to speak and my heart sinks, 
wondering what on earth she’s about to say. 


“You do love me, don’t you Mike. You meant what you said 
about us being together forever?” 


I laugh, “Of course, that’s why I want to marry you.” 
Sally stares at me, as if trying to judge what I’m thinking. 
“I know we haven't been together long... but...” 


“But I know it’s you I want to be with for the rest of my 
life... surely you know that?” 


She nods. “But... I’m pregnant.” 


I don’t know why her words come as such a shock, I’ve been 
fucking her for the last three months without protection, 
and I know she’s not on the pill. Perhaps subconsciously I 
wanted this to happen? 


We don’t speak for a few moments while I process this new 
information. I can see the look of concern on her face. 


“Well...” she finally adds. 


“This is the best fucking news I’ve ever had!” I smile, all 
tension releasing from my shoulders. I’m elated, ecstatic... 
I’m going to be a dad and I couldn’t be happier. Taking her 
in my arms I kiss her with all of the passion that’s inside of 
me until she’s breathless. 


I suddenly remember the ring in my hand. 


“Well, I’m going to have to make an honest woman of you 
now. You’ve got to accept!” 


“Yes!” Sally laughs and lets me slide the ring onto her 
finger... it’s a perfect fit... just like us two... or should I 
say... three? 
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